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sions—Banyans and other varieties—with their aerial roots and
contorted trunks which form a remarkable feature of the scenery.
My first stop was at Mongyai—57 miles from Lashio, The
little Shan township lies amongst gently undulating and cultivated
plains surrounded by wooded hills. It is the residence of a Shan
Chief, or Sawbwa, whose Palace, with its surrounding Monas-
teries and Pagodas, occupies the principal site. There is a little
lake with a kiosk built over the water, connected by a light
wooden bridge with the shore, where the Buddhist monks retire
to meditate. Before visiting the Sawbwa in the company of an
Indian gentleman who was in charge of the local administration,
I was shown over the old and abandoned Palace of the present
ruler's father, for it is the custom for each succeeding Sawbwa to
construct himself a new abode on succeeding to the throne.
The architecture of these royal and semi-royal constructions
varies little thoughout all South-East Asia. From Mandalay to
Tonkin they are alike except in extent and decoration. The old
Palace at Mongyai is raised on piles, has a galvanized iron roof
and is built of crimson painted wood. It is fast falling to pieces
and the floor of the throne room was already half-rotted away.
The roof is supported on the rounded trunks of teak trees. The
doors are roughly but richly decorated. The throne consists of
a raised dais surrounded by a low rail of carved and gilded wood.
It serves to-day as a sort of memorial altar dedicated to the
deceased Sawbwa for incense was burning in ajar and there were
vases of fresh cut flowers. An old lady was in attendance, a very
dignified person, a widow of the late ruler. She still resided with
her children and a few retainers in such scanty apartments of the
ruined palace as were in a habitable condition. She took us
through the decaying rooms to see a little Buddhist chapel in
another part of the building. An open shrine contained two
images of the Buddha, one large the other very small. Fresh
flowers decorated the altar. In a room behind the chapel, where
part of the roof had already fallen, were piles of Buddhist books,
or rather their remnants, scattered over the dusty floor. Many
had come unbound and their leaves, almost of the consistency of
felt, lay strewn and crumpled all over the place.
I visited the Sawbwa in his recently constructed palace. He
met me on the steps of the entrance for the building is raised on
piles. In a large reception room we sat on European chairs and
conversed, with the very necessary assistance of an interpreter.
He informed me with evident pride that his daughters were at a

